THE  TRAIN
passion for the accordion was not quite the thing. He
contented himself by playing at home, when there was
nobody about.
Now he lay on his bed and thought—what was there
wrong with the accordion, after all? It was all Olga's
prejudice. What if she is a chairman of the factory trade-
union committee? Very nice indeed, let her get on with
it; and I'll play the accordion,
He pictured to himself how he would come slowly
on to the stage with his artificial leg and crutches. The
hall falls silent, people look at his crutches ... Nifonov
sits down on his chair. A pupil hands him his accordion.
Perhaps it was playing the accordion that was his
real job, and not being a machine setter? Who could tell?
"So that's how it is, Olga. You'll have to live with an
accordion player."
But the terrible thing was—suppose the doctor had
been wrong? Suppose he were not able to use his hands
properly? How wonderful to be able to use his hands and
play the accordion—he had never thought before how
wonderful it was. ...
However you look at it, it's rather awful, somehow,
at forty, after being used to a quiet, well-ordered life* to
have to start something new. If only he could have
talked it all over with some close friend, a man who was
bold, decided and unprejudiced. ...
"Nurse! Gome here. Listen, you don't happen to
remember if Semyon Bereza, machine-gunner, has ever
been in this train?"
At Sverdlovsk, a very beautiful young woman came
to Dr Belov and handed him a paper from the evacuation
point. It announced that Junior Lieutenant Kramin was
to be transferred to the Sverdlovsk hospital.
"Is he badly maimed?" she asked, and added: 'Tra
h» wife."
"He'll have to go on crutches, you know," the doctor
replied "But he'll be able to do mental work. Absol-
utely. And you know," he continued, trying to find
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